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WHO'S WHO IN THE STORY. \
DION FRANCE, a great jeweller, whose knowledge of gems is

beyond that of any other expert.

MRS, “GARDY" VARICK, ofner of the Ricdesel pearls, one
of the most notable strings in the world.
"GARDY” VARICK, who approves his wife’s ability to cinch

2 bargam when she sees one,

CROOKY MAGELLAN, whose knowledge almost equals that of
France, but is put to a mdely different use.
UPONT, an assistant to France, who proves his usefulness at

a time nhcn it is most needed.

HE pew play
called *“"Jewals™
promised = wpll,
The ourtaln
went dowh on s
good humored,
crowded house.
As  the lights
jumped and the
sen of stirring
heanda and real
bright TSlothea
leaped from
darkness, I saw

auditorium the con-

balr and Dblack

the
splecuous  white
eyebrows of Dion France, the great

ACroas

jeweller, I am a connolssour of stones
and France and I have that, and other
thinga, In common. To-night, also,
there waa In my pocket a Inte negul-
sitlon. I found my ‘way to his box.

France examined my opal a moment
Rnd guve It hils valuable dndorsement,
Then his mind®hot back to its present
interest. He nodded toward the siage.

*What do you think of the play?
Not bad, =0 far! It's a pearl story,
you know, Iearls are great adven-
turers; none greater, Why, 1 sup-
pose,”” ho went on with his typlenl,
fofectious, intense interest in hils own
dea—""why, I suppose that if you
couldl choose at random one pearl
from any of the valunble strings 1 seo
In this audience, and If you could give
it the power of telling its experience,
you would have such a tale of plrates
and haorems, of ancient Assyrian Kings
and Seythian slaves In chalns, of lux-
ury and horror and Persinn beauties
and Chineso torture and South Sea
hidden treasure—such o heap of wild
intrigues as would have made Dumas
green with envy. Some of them aro
nearly as old as the plenet, thase little
globea shining on a dJdecoroms neck
down there—Mre. Lounsberry Blnke's
neck, for example, tenth row on the
right. She haos a fine siring, and I
don't doubt that half of them have
seen things which would make fnt
Mrs, Blake howl to hear about."”

I had pever thought of that, *‘It
must be true,” 1 sajd. *‘Pearls aren’s
worn out and thrown away-—seldom
lost, T suppose.”

“Lost—oh, yes, Often lost,"” Mr.
Franoce' correcied me. *'But only to
the owner. Through devious paths
they turn up again. They're the wan-
dering Jows of still life. They never
dia. Moutly one ¢an't ba recognized
in & new incarnation, but sometimes
R whole string keeps Its ldentity.
Even In my own lifetime I've seen It
That Riedesel string—Baroness Hiede-
sel of Rovolutlonary fame—remaember?
She had fine pearls, astonishing enes,
In her husband's family. Likely soms
old German baron swooped down from
his castie in the Middle Ages o
lUfted them from o worthy merchant
and his train, who had earller lnMed
them from some secret place in Bag-
dad. The Riedesel stones came to
Amerien in the Revolutlon, and de-
seended at last te Mra. Gandiner
Yorlek."

1 know her,” I put In,

“(Certainly,’ said IPranoce
know her peurls?’

YNp," T acknowiedged reluctantly:
1 am proud of my eye for jowels,

“Dao you

ayorw womldn't have seen them,'”
Franca explalned, “uniers you've
known her a good while, *“'She's had

them back only a month, They wera
gone seven years, That's one of wy
stories. Do you watil to hear i
o[ do." 1 sottled into my seat,
“Hut the curtain's golng wp,”" Mr.
France objected, “We'll ace how they
work out this. The Jowels come on
now, 1 believe. Stay hers, ande Tl
trll you tho Riedesel incident after this

went down.
1 sald aa

Tha curtain of Act IIL
o1 want to hear the story,"
it fell,

YEurely And I see Mra. Gardy Vi-
vick down there wearing the pearls.
That i to say—Ehe's In the fifth
row to the tight, See her? Look ut
the string as I tell you the tale; It
shonld add an interest,”™

Mon France's voice of full vitality,
Intangibly wsuggesting the drop of
Orientidl blood which he has, poursd
out 0 unbi elml, unbalting flow, the
ground-work of the following account,
which 1 have flled In  from  other
wources, and which T glve ampiified
and ms It must probably have hap-
pueoed:

N a morning of enrly december,
O in thelr apartmoent on a Park
Avenue  cleventhh  floor, the
Varicks breaklusted In o dining room
when un edst window way guy with
plunis and a bind sung and mahogany
glowod und silver shone, Varick was
w trifle silent, but Justing, ks wife,
tulkoed along, and the meal proceodmsd
eheerfully from grapefruit (o marme-
de, Then the two stinyed into tha
Horacy,  Varick began thosa prefim-
inury movements which every womun
kncws as heralding departure for the

o,
“Didn't 1 leave my pupers on the
Besk here?' (Everything on the desk

B ahunted buck and forth.,y “AMory

Abti fenlly must not toueh my papoers

= Oy hers they wre'' Then:
e o

“Goodby, darling.” A kiss
wing.

Hut, *“Oh, Ganly—you can't go
yel.,"' Justine protested. *“'You sakl
you'd look at my Florentine dreans for
the McKeans's ball, It's to-night."*

“Oh!"* The manly instinct to get
out of it, whatever it may be. Then
Varlek reallzes that there Is no
earthly reason why he should mnot
wait five minutes or even fifteen to
consider the Florentine dress.

“All right, dear. Hurry along, I'm
worried about some business to-day,
but there's time.*

Ten minutes later Varlck was aware
of a rustle of stiff sllks back of the
newspaper, and looked up to sea his
wife, magnificent in brocade and an-
clent 1dce, glittering with jewela from
head to foot. "Gee!” He stared.
“Where did you get all those dia-
monds and rublea?'”

“Momtly out of a lttle embroldery
shop,'* Justine laughed. “I had the
lnce and brocade Great-granny Ried-
esel nnd other old parties. Isn't It
lovely, Gardy? 1 think It will make &
hit, don't you? And I it cost just
mothing.*

Yariock's eyes darkened. *Good,"”” he
sald gravely, and then: “Hey! What's
that grand rope of pearls? You didn't
buy that at un embroldery shop, did
you?"

Justine chuokled.
notles soma time,*

“That's the thing that makes youa
look litke the Duchess of Medina-
Sidonia. Ostentatious for anything
lesa than a Duchess."

“It's up to me to be duchessesquo,*
Justine was foir and tall and lovely.

"I couldn’'t think what it wos (lint
made me blink.*’

“That,"* said Justine, *Is the plece
de resistance of the show., And 1 wns
clever,”

on the

“I thought you'd

“You were?' OCardy responded
doubtfully. *“What price, clever
Justy ™’

“Awfully clever,”” she threw at him.
"This grand rope of pearls cost Just
twenty-five dollars.”

“Thot heips.'' sald Varick. *"Not
(hat twenty-five dollars s nerligible
to our flnances, Justy. We're not
rich people, clnld and I'm worried
to-day—""

Justine [n.r-rruptcd “"Gardy! Sure-
1¥ 1 might plunge to twenty-five dol-
lars! As you sald, it's the making gt
the dresn. The moment I saw it
that little window——""

“What window?"’

“A pawnbroker's window down-
town. Coming from Brooklyn. 1
luppened to soo this thing in among
tarnished silver and shoe buckles, and
thot minute T knew It was thes touch
this costume screamed for. So |
diashed In and the old grimy bird of a
man sold It to me for twenty-five doi-
lirs, and I started out. And I man
into o man nt the door, and heard him
elucking with a clatter to the grimy
Lird, and I tare down the street and
1 think they shouted, unid 1 didn't
walt, Tt seeméd uncomfy. 1 gmot to
n himan street with nlee people, an'l
It was all right,”

“Tikely the old bird's
thought you looked cusy, and Mey
meant to hold you up for more, It's
not alwnys agrecable for a lady to
ghop In the glums,"” sald Varick,

“Put fsn't it stunning?''  Justing
evaded discussion.

Varick stored ot the rope. “It cer-
talnly ds. To my mind, it's as good-
ooking as tho Riedesel"

“Muelh more, if It were real,”
perecd Justine, *‘It's twice ns long."
She put her fingers two-thirds to her
welt, *"The Hiedesel came to here,
And thia 1s away below my walst,”
phe showed Lim., *And the pe:
larger.”

1 don't think so," Variek consid-
eredd.  “About the siset’

oyou're mad, Gardy,” hle wile
monished Lim. *“Ever sinee
piearin were stolen you've becn
them bigger nnd bgger, 171 e
ing 1 vaco owned a string of
vEEs."”

“There's the
nodded Lo a corner,

HE e,
oness, who k

pariner

irls are

ad-
thosn

think-
hen's

portrait.' Gundy

ciirled Geriaan
new Amerlca when
Indian wir whoops wera coil-
mon arownd Albauy. hung sgeinet the
lHbrury wall of lier great-grent-gvand.
ghter, All the besuties of that
H 9 "} | (1] have I""'\!" ;'1""‘1
ldontivid; sny Prench duchess whose
vharming lhead wias off In the
Terror might huve pat for this pretiy
blonde Clerman whoss husbond came
ovar to help England crush | I'0.
Lellions colory, and who follewed Lep
husband Inte sppalling dangerd, The
casla wera distingaisiable, yol they
1o, wera of o grecnish samesicss wita
the Incas of the court dross The
fleabi-and-blood descendant, Justine,
walked up w0 “granny” and examined
lier Jowelry.

“You're partly right, Gandy, The
Riedesel peacls were about the sizs of
sutne of my fako ones, the small fake
ones.”  Buo held the long atring to-
wand its palnted commde, *Of course,
on oxpert could tell,” she sald, "“but
10 e my $25 string looks exactly as
well, *"Sho whirled about to her hos-
band. “Gardy,” sho corled, *‘every

acn in 0 while T poarly burst bo-
anww J wimply can't bour 1*—1to havo
lost thoso pearls, They were the very

ot

ming -

only treasurs we owned, It was ex-
travagant to own them, belng only
fairly well off, na we are. But they
came to mo from so far, through so
many hands to mine, And mine let
them slip."’

“It really would have been a satis-
faction to have sold them,'" Varick
sald, "1 was aguinst your dolng 1t
then. But—Iif you had ‘em—and were
willlng to sell only half—it would be
& wonderful help now."

“Ginrdy, 1a somothing wrong? Twice
you've spoken of belng worrled. What
is 107"

Varick smiled wanly, “It's just
that I took a rak. I'm anxious.*’

“Can’t you tell me?'* Justine asked,
and put her hand against his face.
“I'm on earth mostly to stand by
you. Could you use me?"

I dn: every hour of my ilfe.” Ha
turned his face (o her hand, *You'ro
the fundamental fact, and Pve riaked
yvour comfort. I'm frightfully anx-
fous.”’

“And I can't glve you the poaris
to wipe out the anxlety Lwenuse 1 Iet
n man in the street stoal thom trom
me, Y“ONn!"" cried Justine, “I aould
choke mysell for weating those won-
derful stones in a trolley car!  Why,
Gardy, I'd sell them joyfully to help
you. I'd soll my head to help you,
darling. I'd tenr off the peoaris and
throw them to you like this"'—

With a lift of the rope she swept
It over her hend—and the rope canght
on one [of the glass rubles from the
embiroldery shop, #nd, with that,
white balls gleamed in o shower nand
tinkled over the floor.
what you've done by being
generous!™  Varlek smllesd with the
ook of heavenly gentleness which al-

"Seo0

vwuya Insplred bils wife with A great
desire to love him more, (0 maka blm
happier. He was on s kioces now

gearching the floor for Ler stupld imi-
tation pearls,

“Gardy., my dear?®
tritely, “I've de
and you're

] fon
dayed you all thils time
tioubiod and 'y such a

ahe erl

donkey, and always bothering "

*Cheeriod Ivieed Gierdy. 1 ecan
only find one—Iiwo—avi mly ninc
Is that nl1?*

“Oh, they'ra chean pasie, nnyhow,
(ot up, Gardy. 1T don’t core If 1T losa
n doren: tha thing's long enough.
Why, It's strung on two cords; len't

unbroken.'
chertaliing globulos 1o
stop ot Pran

thut quespr? The other's
Varicly arose
w1y

his fist

p's on tho

“___.__...______.._._._...—_-.:

The Femaie of {1

way down,” he offered, “and get him
to string them, o you oan bave them
for to-night."

“You're a lamb," sald Justine, *"but
I"rance 1s too great to string sham
pearis.*™

“He'll do it for Tovef the old ones,
Ho llked the Riledosels.™

“Yen, ho'll do it," agresd Justine.
“Thank you so much, Gardy, You're
an angel’ And with the broken
etring and a handful of looas mtones
thrown Into his overcoat pocket, Var-
fck lert.

Justine was out for lunch. And It
waa four o'clock when she oame
home.

“Mr. Varick telephoned, ma’am,*
aald Mary Ann., “He wants you to
enll him up.'’

“Rector 3225, You wanted me,

Gandy ™

*Oh, Justine!*™ A brlef bhesitation.
1 have btd news. 1 wuant to tell you
myseli."

"l‘ur.'.F strallPht i Nobody hurt
or dend?'*

"No. Business*

“I'm glod. Come lome,. T'm here,'”

A key turned in the lock twenty
minutes later, and Justine stood up,
We-cved, and met hor hushand wi
n smile IU's this," he suid, rushing
the sentencoes “I'va beon a fool. |
indoresd tor Vorviok Lowls., He's

gmashed, nnd we're int’

Jl':*i'l‘l&']-‘: put her hand against his

check ua she hid before, “Thn't
mind. Gardy dear™ ghe sald, as
If he were her lttle boy., *“Wa oan
face anything U wasn't your fwult’

“It wias. 1 wus n ool te go on his
paper.”

“He's your counln: 1t would hava
been hard to refuse'

“*Hard! But ! cughr* 8Blhe had
pustied him into a chale and hiv Ns
crnghed on the arm of If “I enn
never forpiy yaalf It's for you
mind Wa'll mve stiblet  th
aptrtment,” He winoed at the bl
comfvit aroun] him.

MWasn't 1t gueer 1 should  have
winhed 1t orln hi Riedesal
{ LA 1 0 F

i Fid k1 K “*Thore!
I forgol to stop at Frst I'll tele-
poone M, Frange sald he'd mend
them and I told him no, I stop. And
1 forgot.”

Gardy! You'ro the most wonder-
ful thing! The lea of boihtring
wlWnit my By Wit Wi Wwe'll glive up

the McKeans's, anyhow. We won't
feel like golng to-night."”

“Wa'll glve up nothing.” Gardiner
Varick defled Lhe universo. **Wa'll go

with bells on aml hold up our heads,
I'll get France,” He swung up from
his chalr to go to the telephohe and
the teleplhione rang, “Oh, M.
I'ranes. 1 was just about to eall you.
I forgot to stop for those bLeads. My
wife wanta to wenr them to-night.
Would you bhe good envugh—"" A
slience; Varick's expression changed
a8 he listened from courteous andurs
ance to surprise, to doubt. *'T don't
think I'm understanding. I'm talking
ubout a string of bends I left—yes,
you do remember®™”" He went on: “1
was in a hurry, Hut that's the string
I'm after. Not real ones, worse luck. "
More attentive silence, Then: "That's

wdd, Must be some mistake, Yes, I'm
Iy, We'll be delighted,

here, (oo, In five

ut hom
Mru. Varick
minuies

S

Gardy " Justine was

e gove her a gueer look. 'L think
Lie's got your fake stones mixed. Yot

1 don’t undorstand.”

S T me whint he sodd*?

CWhy, Le eald—but It's rome meas
of oue of hin clorke"

el el pleaded Justine,

“It's nonsense. Fle says one of the
penpi i8 renl,'" Then he burst forth:
“"Hang 1t, Justine, I never can le

With thome green eyos aof yours on me.

Wihat the wild mun enlled me aj for
witii o hromk it that they'd discaverad
that—only heif the pearis In your
wering annlne!

He hatd sette tn his finzers
nnd Asel o hers with n
broadening grin 1 vor bonr 1T
Ly ingul n twoents -flyve

dollar trim [Bul, &% rourse,
there's o lupes somewha 1 din’t
want to got your hopes up,*
“Gurdy!’ cried Justine, I can’t
possihbly walt for him 1o oo
“You won't heve to, He'll be hera
in hall n minute.  Ther the bwll™
Bo It happraed that Plon- Franoe,
followsd closely Ly » trini young clerk,
viime Into the Variek ibhrary and drew
from hin cont povket n jJewelry case,
“Mra., Yardek," he bhegan, and s
dark eryes glowed “Mra. Varick, 1
thought you and I were friends.”’
Justine laughed, "Aron't we?
oWy, thien, didn't venr tell me
that you'd gt wk the HRicdesal
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poaria?*
“1 don’t know what yon mean.*

Ths jeweller opened the velvel case

and lifted out ths huge rope which
Justine hind bought In the pawnshop,

“Those thinge?'’ asked Justine,
“You're making fun of me?”

"l gave these over,” sald Franoe,
“to be strung this morning, under-
standing that they woere artificlal. 1
wns out for the day, and when 1 got
Lack, about 4, Emory, who's respon-
siblo, cnme to me with the string and
o jomg face. “Mr. France,' he sald, ‘I
wondur If Mr, Variok knows that only
about half of thoss stones are real?” ™

Justine made an incohorent exocla-
mation,

France Bla head.

shoak “Borry,

And

Mre. Varick, Gut It'a true,
there's more,"

“DUMB WITH FEAR, B8HE
SPRANG; THEN A GRIP ON
HER THOAT. A BLOW."

“Mora!
Why.

“More!" broke In Justine.
Hut it's alrendy too amazing.
M, France—why, Mr. France," abe
stummered, “I DLought that atring
for" 2he cnught her breath and
started over. “For $28."

This time 1t wos Fronce who was
jolteéd, “Twentyv—Mra. Varick, don‘t
Joka, Thls string, aside from the ar-
tiflelal mtones, (s worth probably a
hundred thousamd-—about the value of
your stolen jewels, I thought you'd
lind anothier legney.'”

Justine tossed up
“Gardy, It's Mrovidenos.
enn everything.”

“No, 1t doesn't,"’
"It's the dewvil,
ourn; we'va got
whose they nre.'”

0 Justing
"Of  course, Lthey
can't ueso them."

“Mrs. Variek,"” Dion France's deed
velen begun ngaln, 1 told you thers
wos more. 1've examined these stones
and T believe they nre yours—the [les
dosnl peurls.'’

“What!' Varlele roarsd it ot him.
And then: *“‘How ¢an you or any one
know that?"

“It's n dul

excitod handas/
It stradght-

Varick flung back,
Those thinga aron't
tee fuss to find out

caneeded brokenly,
aren't oura. We

lpate bawsiness,'” Franca
poknowlodged, *“*but in the first place
—do you rorember telling me, M
Varick, the nmt thma you plaoed your
stones In my hande, that they'd al-
wiys beon strung on n gresn oord?
And that you wished the tradition
continued 7
She nodded
Franoe |1t
“You dkin't noties, 1

¢ the rope from Ra box,
that

WUpDOone,

thia is strung on two separate cords?'’

“T did—yon, T al!**

“And did yon notlce—but you didn't
~~that one of the cords i grean? Not
the one which Broke, Nobody would
have guessed in any caso, without
close Inspection, that It was green.
The color Is gone excopt where It's

protected by passing thirough the

Is. ¥ven there it's often lost,
where the poarls have slipped. But
there are spots, and plenty of them,
to ba eonvinecing, still unmistakaoly
green, Where's the portrait?”

He carried the wtring to the pleture
Varick swiloched on slectricity, Franoce
held up the pawnshlp beads to the
Baroness in court dress, wearing the

pearis,

“Do you catch that green thread
here and there?'' Ha pointed to the
painting. “And do you see that these
—these that 1 hold"—his dramatic
facs was compolling—""do you see that
these pearls are the very same that
the artist painted long ago, Eiving
them that typleal touch of green
which to-day ldentifies them? M's
my bellef that these beautiful thingw
-~thoss pearis, wandering and lost—
have come back to their own.'

“Mr. Franes," Justine spoke, her
cheeks burning, "T'm ¢razy to belleve
It, but T do. That green cord—I never
hoeard of stringing pearls on a green
cord, did you? Except thess, BHut
yot—Iisn't thers mome possible way of
nmure identification?"

France consldered. “T sald to Du-
pont, driving hers, that there was
Just one event which would convines
mn beyond mistake that these jewels
were yours."

“What ™ Justy
the %ord together,

“That they should be stolen wgnin. ™

*No-—oh, no!" Bhe caught them In
both hands. “We need them now.”
Bhe slld the string over her head,
keoping & hand on It as If to safe-
gurd 1t

Put Varick ashed:
in your mind?®™

Flu!\'f':!:. dropping Into & earved

and Varick shot

“What have you

chair of black oak, uneonscious-

ly framed his Old Whrid fuce
and slender, tall body so that he
looked like an anclient Arablan astrol
oger ubout 1o prophesy, “‘This s my
theory,"" he began, lnying long fingers
on the dark chair urm. *"You re-

member the one man whom you no-
ticed the doy when you got off the
trolley ear and the taxl almost drove
inte you, nnd two or three people
solzed you und pulled you out”™*

“Yes, That man was undoubtedly
Crooky Magellun, the most eminent
jewel thief In the world. He was
kunown to be in New York. Your Jew-
ols were taken, probably, by a net
which had been spread for weeks, The
taxl driver was one of the gang;
there was & member of It on ths trol
tey, and of the men who pulled you
from under the taxl, one was Magel-
Inn himself, snd he knew how to get
the pearls from your thronat."

“! saw that man with the crooked
nose and ferce eyes; I'd know that
faos, I'"—— Her volos tralled,

“What s It?" demanded France. '

1 didn’t know it."*

“What do you mean, Justine? Have
you ween him agaln?**

“Yen, It was the man who came In
whoen | was leaving the pawnshop.'*

“What!” Frapce leaned forward
tensely. A pawnshop? When?"

In an few words as might be Jus-
tine told how whe had bought the
boads., France's sensllive face was
fira and movement, “Liwten, Mre,
Varlek,” he sald at length, "This
theory would tie things together. Bup-

[ pune that Magellan, who I8 uncanmny

in devices, should himself have left
the pearls, disgulsed by combining
them with pasts jewels, at that pawn-
brokor'n, ns o hiding plnce.”

“No sater place,” argusd Franoe,
“Those pawnbrokers are sometimes
fewel  exports;  more  often  not,
Mngellan would know hism man. A
yenr ago the police were hot o hia
trall In New York. Then he disap-
poated, My theory |s that he got
himsel! arrestod on some minor charga
and wos glven a ysar (n prison. That,
Liming unrecognizged, would ho as safe
o retroat as Mogellun could find,

“Likely he didn't mean to get n
your—lie overahot. Also, llkely he
wur handicapped nll these years with
vour jewels and unable toa get rid of
them, They ware conspletyous and he
wis saving them titl a favernble tima
By o nest egk for his retirement. Thesa
chaps lose thelr grit after a while,
und the wise ones foresee L. Well,
ttfore his arrest, be may have left
these wlones with the pawnbroker,
who couldn’t sell them for twelve
monthy, He meant to be back to re-
desm  them, but something  deluyed
him, It's probable lie came from duy
to day to watch the string. Jeaving it
as long as might ba, Rome Providence
renit Mrs. Varlek just before one of his
vigita. It would take him o minuls
ta Opd that n woman had got the
pearin If Mre. Variok bnd turned back
in response to llln? shouting—it's
likely bin knew her, wtlll foltowed her
frut if shie'd turned back—"" France
ahiruggsd his shoulders,

Varlok shuddersd. ‘Do you supposs
he's trying, thia minute, to get at ma

to get them back?"

“Thut,'* said Mr, France, “would bu
the triumphatit proof that they are
yours.'

“Good Lord,' Variek borst forth,
vswao don't want triumphant proof at
that pries. Mucii ns we'd like the
penrls, we're not keen about living as
hunted animals."”

ION FRANCE falled to ogree.
D “Tlink what a joy to lure on
him,**

the blackgnord and at last trap
he pointed out enthiivustically,
“"Every momTl an adventiire; no

dulness, no monotony: I envy you."

“Glve me dulness and monotony
the bucketful,'* Justine shiversd.
prosent the dewdabas to an orphan
asylum. No, I won't. 'l well "em
to-morrow. [ won't be tled to a bait
for thugs, Gardy. You {ake ‘em,
CGardy, and sell them. You buy "em.
Mr. Frapnce."

She cuught the shining things as if
to lift them off and stoppad, langh-
ing. “Thay're so pretty!" she sighed
**1 don’t want to give them up agaln
1 want to wear them to-night with my
Florentine dress. Don't you think I
might do that, Mr. France? Just to-
night, do you think?*

Franos shook
luck,” he sald. ‘"The big ball—ths
wonderful costume — telllng your
trienda the story—I sea. But It would
be the peychological chance for
Magellan, You certuinly must have
socret service men If you wear them."

“Hideous!"” complained Justine
“Dut, at least, there's no danger
vurm; them In my own house:
we're having a dinner before the ball

Yes, Mary Ann——tea! Oh, upstairs
in the denT"
YPlease’'m,'” spoke Mary Ann,

*“there's a lpodnl delivery walting for
you to sign.'

“Clo up to the den,'”” Justine com-
manded the three men. I['ll come I
W second."

It wans a duplex apartment, and
pretty little Mary Ann sped deftly up
ahead, bearing mufns. A man stood
in tha dimness of the Inside apari-
ment hallway, a scarf high around his
ntck, and a cap low on his forehead.

“Special delivery!” asked Justine.
HBomething in the m- look halted
her. *I'll get o pencil,’” she sald, and
whirled ubout,

“Here's one,."

The voles was too olose, and she
tuirned in the doorway and saw—

Dumb with fear, ahe sprang: thes
a grip on her throat, a blow; som#-
where somebody screamed; 'darkness.

An he wheeled, her eyes wentl past
and caught a glimpse of a fAgure tied
Inte the black earved chalr where Mr.
Fraoce had sat halt an hour ago,

*Oh—who?" Bhe pointad a abaking
finger, Frunce smiled, breathing fasi
as after phyaleal exertion, and Variok
put his arm around her.

My dear!™ be oried breathlesaly.
“You're not hurt much? We've got
him and we've got the pearis™ He
Iald her down, but she popped up
again.

It —

France modded out of breath but
radiant, “It'a Magellan, He won't
wteal Jewels agnin for some time. Tel-
ephone, Mr. Varick. [ want to hand
him over to the police.'*

“*Was he the special-delivery man?*
Justing Inquired, *“He followed so
oloss. Then I maw those bad eyes and
I knew, He caught my throat. 1|
couldn't call. How did you hknow**

There was a bleating sound ut the
rear; then hysterical lmughter. “‘Mary
Ann,'” explained Varick—'‘tha muf-
fine, She came ddwn for hol ones In
the nick of time: she saw you fall
and she screamed lilke engine 209,
bless her. Even then, If our gocd old
front door hadn't stuck, he'd have
got off"

*'Is he dead?’ Inquired Justine, gas-
mg und shivering,

“Not he,’ sald France, jostling him
a little. *““Ho hagn't used more than
six of his lives yet. He'll come to
und do his turn. It will be & long one,
for he left old Btevens nearly mur-
derod benlds hin safe in Philadelphia.
Mr. Varick, aren’'t the polics due?"*

“*“The hall." sald Varick, ‘‘Police—
Mary Ann.*

PBut Mary Ann bleatad more sar-
neatly, and the cook, who was present,
und the chambermaid, all joined in &
bleating chorus, *'Oh, no—oh. De,
ulr! Pleass don't ask us to go to that
front door—not that one, sir!"

“It's the only one we have, Mary
Ann."

“Wa pouldn't, sir. It give us a turn
Just to hear It buss.'

“Where we hope they'll stay safely
for many a Jong day,”’ salll I as Dion
Frunce fnished the story In the
entr'acte of the first night of “'Jew-
elp."”

But France smiled his all-wise
smile, with long eyes nurowing to o
gleam “Not st all, my young
friend," mald he. *“Happy ever after
't the ond of those pearls, Bhe
sold them.'

“Hold them! Oh, no!* T cortainky
waa disuppeinted. “How could spe?*

“The wisest thing to do."" France's
lips clamped. “I1 bought them, I'U
show them to you to.-morrow if you
like. All but two, one of which I've
wade Into n wonderful ring for her.
Bhe couldn’t have been happy with
those stones after her experiences,
The thing» she's wearing are the prtk
fcial Jewels of the pawnbroker, with
one genuine Hiedesel for the tradition.
The money put Virick on his fest and
left thom with a pleasantly big mar-
§in.  VPearls are a wretched posses.
pion,”" considersd France. *'1U's sinful
to string thousands of dollars on a wilk
thread, nod they're dumnged goods
once they re plerced for stringing—a
hole through them, Morgover, as
yonu've proved to-ulght, the lmitations
are. for almost the entim world, ex-
potly as beautiful as the real. No
sane, rensonable person should own
real ones,”" France concluded, with his
firm lipa sel.

And then his moblle face brokes into
goentle whimsicality., *All the same,
there's somathing wrong with the pev.
sott who doesn't love pearis,” sald
Dion Franes.
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